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Qualis apes estate nova per florea rura 
Excercet sub sole labor cccccorsesersecsserceees 
esccccsesecesccsecccseseosseeeCtim liguentia mella 
Stipant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas. 


VIRGIL. 


Our labour such, as when, from flow’r to flow’r, 
ans The BEE, in newborn summer’s shining hour, 

The toil-sought essence sips, on busy wings, 
And to the nive, her nect’rous treasure brings. 
' 
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FOR THE HIVE. 


| Weare indebted for the following communication to EN- 

SIGN AIMWELL, a member of The Club. ‘That the reader 

may not be entirely in the dark with regard to this gentle- 

man, we willbriefly sketch his character ; promising in the 

r mean time, that our biographer shall ere long give a 

more copious article on the same subject. We call the en- 

s1Gn a broken-hearted soldier. He-entered the service of 

his country at an early age, full of hope and rich in pros- | 

pects of honor and fame. He has ever been accounted \ 
brave, generous and intelligent, altho’ he detests duelling 
and has never fought one. He served along time as an 
ENSIGN. As he says, ‘the has grown grey under the wings 

of the American Eagle.” One of his brother officers, | 

thinking to joke him on his baldness, said to him, “I think, 
Aimwell, you and the Eagle must have had a brush, and 
that you came of second best; escaped with the loss of 
your hair.” No, replied the Ensign, ‘it has been worn off 

by the footsteps of time as well as of those of upstart t 

* cadets passing over my head to higher posts.”—He thus 
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continued buffetiny misfortune on short rations and poor 
pay tiliage hardship and neglect..forced him to retire. 
He has, from the begining, been a member of The Club, 
and hearing. as he expresses it, that we were ‘“‘beating up for 
volunteers to the Hive, * he offered his services ina 
*‘ literary campaign.” Wecan assure our readers he 1s 


equally as well qualified to serve im the fields of sc1LNcE 
as in the Camp of mars. 


WEST KING STREET, SUNDAY EVE. 
My DEAR HONEYCOMB, 


As I was lounging away the oppressive heat of this 
afternoon in looking over an interesting book in manuscript, 
which our brother Turnglebe has lately put into my hands, 
I was roused by a knock at my garret door, which was 
immediately opened by the kitchen maid, who, peeping 
in, exclaimed, “‘he’s here!” and dodged away again like 
aflash. I followed herin her retreat, till I came within 
reconnoitering distance and found her .posted, with her 
reinforcements, consisting of a plattoon of neighboring 
kitchen maids, behind acannon stove. But I ought to 
explain to you the cause of this curious maneuvre. The 
fact is, Ihave grown old with fatigue; and melancholy, 
with misfortune. My health and my youth have been 
wasted in the fields of toil. I say wasted, for I have re- 
ceived nothing but poverty in return. I am not cheerful, 
because my animal spirits have evaporated in sickness ; 
and am not talkative, because I have no more breath to 
spare on an ungenerous and abandoned world. And to 
conclude, I am an odd wight, that mind no body’s business 
but my own. In this meddling age, such conduct gives an 
air of mystery to my appearance, which my inquisitive 
landiady, and all her shrewd daughters and gossiping 
neighbors, are unable to explain. So they have set me down 
for ‘“‘ that gueer man in the garret.” The kitchen maid, 
who is the only one in the family, who has the courage to 
come near my door, and who boasts, she dares go any 
where, where man dares, “solemnly wows,” that I am 
‘‘for all the vorld like a wagabond ;” and exclaims, “dear 
knows vhen mistress vill get her garret-rent” and says, 
she has told her *tonct or twict to shove him off.” She 
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says of me ‘too, “he looks so iittle like a man, I am abso- 
lutely afraid of him.” This makes her, like some military 
characters, cautious and dilitory in her approach to danger 
and precipitate in her retreat from it.—— When I ap- 
proached the enemy’s quarters and ordered a parley, I 
found, that a lady in the neighborhood had sent a detach- 
ment of her domestics to beg of “the man inthe garret” 
a “nice httle book ;” for she had heard I was ‘a book- 
2h Sort of a man.” Like a true soldier and a cavalier [ 
am always ready at alady’s command. [ made a forced 
marth to my quarters, expecting to be able to lay my hand 
imiiediately‘on a ‘nice little book.” The first I took up 
was ** Phe’ Honéyrioon,” but, as E suspected this orb had 
long since disappeared from her horizon, and would, under 
present circumstances, be no very acceptable offering, I laid 
it asidé for, “*Woinan, as she should be.” To this I found 
objections, as the lady knew very well what women ought 
to be: dismissing that, I next pulled ‘‘Man, as he is” 
froma mass of rubbish in one corner of my barrack. For 
certain reasons I did not send this, ona sunday. ‘ Man, 
as Re 7s,” is not always proper company. I thus passed 
from book to book, till it luckily occurred to me, that the 
Hive was “a nice little book !"—Burn my whiskers, if: the 
Hive is not “a nice little book !"—Accordingly I despatched 
a‘sergeant’s guard with the two first numbers of our Hive ; 
aid will inform you of the reception it met with, in due 
séuson. 





Your very obedient, 


Cc. AnTHONY AIMWELL. 


“Tur SoLiTAIRE. 


Primogque extinguor i” CVO. 


OV. 


The exttaordinary person, who has assumed this, as his 
nom de guerre, and who is known to me under no other, ex- 
cited as much surprise in me by his appearance and the few 
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words he spoke, as he has in the public by his .gloomy 
and despairing sentiments. 

What I know of him is this. Some thirty weeks ago, I 
was sitting at my window, looking at the curious bodies 
passing along Queen Street ; and seeming to moralize “in 
a most humorous sadness” on the honest and hypocritical, 
witty and stupid, sad and gay, sensible and _ senseless 
phizes, which were on the north or south side of. heads, 
that were either carried or tossed up and down, street, 
when my attention was suddenly arrested and fixed on one 
of the most interesting objects in nature, by the .cry, of, 
men and boys “‘see the crazy man” !! Vo see a crazy. man, 
is but seeing a brother of affliction. To me he is.no object 
of derision or mirth: no object of curious speculation. 
Yet I would not avert my eye or my step from him, 
while there remained a possibility of affording him one 
ray of comfort.—I beheld a being, who seemed something 
more than mortal. He appeared t to be riveted to the pave- 
ment, with his eyes fixed on the setting sun. He seemed to 
stand alone in the world. The ties, which had attached 
him to earth, *had been broken one by one to the very last. 
Every thought of time, even his consciousness of terres- 
trial existence, seemed to be swallowed up in, his bound- 
less contemplation of eternity. The sun shone upon his 
countenance: or rather h's countenace shone upon. the sun 
with the mingled splendor of grand and animated thought, 
and a profound veneration for the Author and workman- 
ahip of the Heavens.x—My eyes were riveted to him, as 
his were to the skies, in an ecstasy of wonder and admi- 
ration. At length he raised his hand, (I thought he was 
rising bodily from the earth,) and exclaimed in a voice of 
more than ordinary solemnity, “* Farewell”!! Supposing 
him about to vanish from my wondering sight, Iinvoluntarily 
echoed, “Farewell”! But after a pause he continued; ‘*Fare- 
** well, ‘thed sun, that hast risen and set on my thirty years 
‘“‘of troubled existence! We'll sink together below the 
‘“¢ Horizon of life! Yetthy morn shall awake,” 


“But when shall light dawn on the night of the grave” 


{ To be continued. ) A. 
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FOR THE HIVEs 


To the following Epigram, we havethe bestof all possible 
titles ; that of authorship.—It appeared in an Eastern pa- 
per originally and was copied from .that into the Philadel- 
phia and Southern papers last winter.—It now occurs to 
us to put a question to literary casuists. Is an author ob- 
liged, by the laws of Editorial etiquette, in republishing his 
own productions, to give credit for them to the paper, 
which first gave them tothe public.—In the mean time 
the Epigram, in question, was written on the marriage of 
Wm. R. Gray Esq, of Boston, to Miss Mary Ann Clay of 
South Carolina, and, with the addition of the third couplet, 
ran thus. : 


‘* Of dust thou art (so man was curst) 
* And thou.again shalt turn to dust.” 
William, the mandate to obey, 
Though not to dust, has turn’d to Clay. 
But still, if true, as we are told, 
The Clay he turn’d to, is not cold: 
And Mary (strange! ’tis yet a truth) 
Has turn’d quite Gray in bleom of youth. | 
C. 


FOR THE HIVE. 


Weoffer the following articles underthe samecircum- 
stances, as the preceding one. If, in so doing, we trespass 
against literary propriety,we are amenable to the terrific bar 
of the critics. We think, however, an editor entitled to his 
own productions, whereever they may have previously ap- 
peared. His reputation is at stake, and hence the neces- 
sity of calling torward all his disposable force. 


a 
. 


AD FABULLUM. 


CoenaBis bene, mi Fabulle, apud me 
Paucis, si Di favent, diebus ; 
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Si tecum attuleris bonam atque magnam 
Cenam, non sine candida puella 

Et vino, et sale, et omnibus cachinnis; 
Hec si, inquam, tuleris, venuste noster, 
Cenabis bene; nam.tui Catulli 

Plenus sacculus.est aranearum. 

Sed contra, accipies meros amores, 

Seu quid suavius, elegantius-ve est; 
Nam unguentum,.dabo, quod mez puelle 
Donarunt. yeneres,,, Cupidinesque ; 
Quod tecum olfacies, Deos rogabis, 
Totum ut.te faciant, Fabulle, nasums |... 
CATULLUS, 


IMITATION. 


My dear Fabullus, pray you be, 

A few nights hence, to sup with me. 
Observe my tempting ‘bill of fare ;” 
See what the luscious items are: 

Eggs and oysters, fowl and fish; 

In short, sir, every fav’rite dish ; 
Ladies and wine ; ‘and friend, I prithee, 
When thou com’st, dring all these with thee. 
You stare, Fabullus; ’tis no jest ; 

You find these only ; Ithe rest: 

For, sir, my larders, pantry, vats, 
And cellar too are full—of rats. 

Nay, don’t be angry ; hear me through ; 
Be patient; “lend an ear,” or two. 

Dll give you wine to quaff, by Jove ; 
Nectar itself; the wine of love: 

And then such essence, sir! your lover 
Will wish‘she had been nose all over. 


A SCRAP. 


Tantus tenet error amantem. 
Ovip’s Met. 


IF fate the jolly boon will give, 
Pll dive to love and Jove to live. 
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Let cynics prate of wrath and sin, 
, Pll rate them all not worth a pin.— 
The sun when set, again doth rise ; 
One short liv’d day must us suffice ; 
When once the light of life is gone, 
Then comes the day, that knows no dawn. 
Til deeply drink of friendship’s cup ; 
1’ll drink its thirlling nectar up: 
The “‘ wine of life,” its pow’rs will be 
A life prolonging draught for me. 
[t oft has. cours’d ‘my youthful veins, 
Its riots not a frown restrains ; 
Nor e’er shall age its current dry ; 
Nor treachery e’erbe lurking by. 
Let him, who dares in friendship trade, 
A statue for his curse, be made; 
Harder than marble be his frame, 
A lasting monument of shame. 
Colder than marble is his heart, 
Who ne’er’ll a friendly act impart: 
I’d shun him, as a beast of prey; 
l’d hie me from his haunts away. 
My days in peaceful course shall run, 
That peace may follow, when they’re done: 


Ov 


IMPROVEMENT. 


We are aware of the futility of promises to the public. 
rhe public is a capricious being, that fosters, “it knows 
not why ;” and chides, ‘‘it cares not wherefore.” Promi- 
ses to that, therefore, have little or no other effect, but 
*“*to return to plague the maégers.” But in the present 
instance, we will venture—not to promise, but—to Aint 
at promises ; which our present flattering prospects, (that 
have put us in a mighty good humor) will probably induce 
us to make. It is contemplated to give, once a month or 
oftener, an original copperplate engraving. Amongst the 
subjects, which we in this way intend to present to our 
patrons, will probably be, a map or plan of the Borough 
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of Lancaster; a perspective view of the Borough; another 
of the Poor House and Conestogo ; and of various other 
places, gentlemen’ s country seats &c. ; of which the scenery 
of this enchanting country affords a boundless source. Let 
it be understood in the mean time, that if any additional 
value be confered on our paper, it will not be in compliance 
with any original engagement, but must be considered as 
a gratuity to a liberal pnblic. O. 





Want of room obliges us to omit our notices to “ sub- 
scribers,” ‘“ non-subscribers,” correspondents, &c.; to all 
of whom we shall have much to say in our next. Se- 
veral communications under consideration. 





Errata. 


Typographical errors will sometimes escape our notice. 
In our haste, we often read words as they should be, not as 
they actually are: printed. Instances of this kind occur in 
number 1, page 2, line 12, from the top; -natrue should 
read nature: same number page 3, line 4 from the bottom, 
peace was arroneously printed for piece in some copies :— 
In number 2, page 10, line 12 from the bottom, misnomen 
should be mzsnomer : same number in notices to correspond- 
ents Pinder should be Pindar. 





THE HIVE, will be issued on the. morning of Saturday, 
in each week, and forwarded to subscribers at $2 per annum; 
payable, one hatf at the expiration of stx months and the 
remainder at the end of the year. Should payment be delayed 
beyond the times above specifi ed, 25 cents will be added to the 
sum. Agents will be appointed at such places, as will best 
accommodate distant subscribers. Subscriptions will be received 
in Lancaster, at the post-office and at the office of The Hive, in 
East King-street ; at either of which places communications 
may be left. 

Our distant friends are desired to be vigorous in their 
exertions and a in their returns. 
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WILLIAM GREERvoessePRINTER.- 
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